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PACKMAN'S LAW
THE MINEB'S TALE
MY tents were pitched in order duly In an Oriental Ultima Thule, Not far from Oomorin's rugged Cape, Near a Tillage that leaves your month agape With the syllables ten of an awesome name, Which  winds  o'er the map like a snake that's gone lame*
My servants I noticed were all on the grin, And aquake with mirth without and within ; And e'en that immaculate henchman Nubby, Solemn of port, rotund and tubby, Wore an oily smile on his features chubby.
The coolies, however, who lent their aid
To pitch the tents in the mango shade,
Were  clearly overwhelmed as they went to and
fro,
With the dreadful sense of a secret woe; While at times they retired to tremble and weep, With faces long and sighs that were deep.